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falling. As she prepared a meal in the summer kitchen she
told how Aksinia had been startled by the unexpected news,
had asked many questions, but had flatly refused to return.
" She has no need to come back, she's living like a lady.
She's grown smooth and her face is white. She never sees
hard work, and what more does she want ? You wouldn't
believe the way she's dressed up ! To-day's a work day,"
but she was dressed in a skirt as clean as snow, and her arms
were spotlessly clean/' Anikushka's wife told him, swallowing
her jealous sighs.
Stepan's cheeks flushed, and angrily yearning little fires
burnt up and died away in his downcast eyes. Restraining
the trembling of his hand, he took a spoonful of sour milk
out of his basin. He questioned her with intentional
deliberation.
" She praised her life, you say ? "
" And why not ? Nobody would be against living like
that.'1
" But did she ask about me ? "
" Why not ? I tell you she turned white when I told her
you had come back."
After his evening meal Stepan went out into the grass-
grown yard. The brief August shadows came and faded
quickly. In the humid cool of the night the drums of the
winnowing machines and the harsh voices sounded
obtrusively. Under the yellow, spotted moon the village
people were fussily active, winnowing the piles of grain
threshed during the day and carrying it to their granaries.
l^he burning,-pungent scent of newly-threshed wheat and a
chaffy dust enveloped the village. Somewhere near the
square a motor thresher was chugging, dogs were barking.
The sound of singing came from distant threshing-floors. A
fresh dampness rose from the" Don. Stepan leaned against
the fence and stared at the flowing stirrup of the Don visible
across the street, at the fiery, winding wall of water trampled
by the moon. Little curly ripples wound downstream. On
the farther side of the river the poplars were drowsily
resting. Stepan was quietly but irresistibly overcome
with yearning.